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A HEAD OF DEATH.

What a Man Saw in a Mirror to Horrify Him.

A Millionaire Frightened by an Uncanny Reflection—A Mys-
terious Illness—Its Cause and Cure—
An Ungrateful Patient.

This isastory that Dr. Clarke Forster told
us after dinper. I had bad a busy morn-
ing—some twenty patients, one on the heels
of another— and now that the last had de-
parted, and noon was long past, I begun to
think hangrily of my lancheon. But just
as 1 got up to leave my consulting-room my
servant entered and handed me a visiting-
card, unpon which was sngraved the name,
“Mr. Alexender Carathwaite.,” *““I'here can
be butone Alexander Carathwaite,” thought
I, “and he 18 Alexander Carathwaite, the
famous iron king and millionaire.”

“*Show him in,” I sa1d to my servant.

The person who presently seated himself
opposite me struck me as a singularly
healthy-looking invalid; tall, robust, with
elear, ruddy skin sod a bright gray eye.
However, “What is the trouble?” I asked.

“Well,” he answered, “it's a queer case;
but, topatitbriefly, I'm afraid the troable’s
here,” and he tapped his forebead.

“Let me hear your symptoms.”

“I¢'s a long story,” said he, “and I must
begin it at the beginnimg.”

Therewith he plunged his hand into an
interior pocket of his coas and brought
forth a amall tissue-paper parcel. “This”
be explained, as he unwound the paper, “is
rather a valuable antigue. It came as »
present to my wife, the other day, from the
Earl of Salchester, whom we entertained
when he was in America a year or so ago.
As you see, it's s mirror. The glass is be-
lisved to Le a specimen of medimval Vene-
tian work, anJ the frame isunquestionably
s magnificent bit of Cinque-cento.”

The whole affair was no bigger than a
Iady’s hand. 1he glass, unusually thick,
and fluted roun:d the edge, was veined, and
spotted, and bleared over with a fine blue-

3sb mist, like the eye of an aged man. The
iframe was indeed magnificent. Oval n
shape, and apparently of pare gold—so
soft at any rate, that you ceculd bave in-
dented it with your finger-nails—it was
sculptured with no fewer than five exquis-
ite nude female figures, disporting them-
selves in fantastic but ceful attitudes
smid a vrofnsion of delicately chiseled
fruits and leavea. Three of these figures
. veclined upon tiny golden couches, in each
-of which ':.I set & lustrous ruby; the
,other two e wvpon conventionalized
'lions, and each lion beld a pearl between
' his teeth, At the base a pair of dolphins
twisted their tails together, and formed
the handle, Upon a scroll a5 the handle
end were incised the date 1661, and the
pitials, E. D,

“1t is & beanti®.] piece of work,” said I,
laying it aside, " and | envy you the posses-
sion of it. But what has it got to do with
your visit here?”

“Evuﬁthlug.” he returned. “It’s this
way.” He paused a moment: then he went
on: “Last night, af*=r dinner, 1 picked that
little mirror up. and smd, jokingly, to mly
wile, “This, my dear, 1s & magical glass. If

“This, My Deav, iz a Wagical Glass!™

I bold it over my waisteoat, thus, and yon
look in, yon will see straiuht through into
mz)hem and behold the face of the woman
1 love.” 8o Mrs. Carathwaite langhed and
looked, and, of course, she saw her own
face. Then, to carry on the farce, I said,
‘Now let me ses whether it will show the
face of the man you love.”” And, always
laughing, I held it over her breast and
Jeaked in.”

“Yes?” I prompted. as he paused again.

“Well, Doctor, instead of my own face,
what I saw reflected in that glass was a

1ning death's head, & skull. I ssw it
uss as plainly as I see you now. 1 looked
at it steadily, without moving, for, | should
think, three minutes. It never varied. A
bhuman skull in absolute detail, eyes, nose,
teeth, even the very seams tween the
bones, perfectly distinet. I'm not a super-
stitions man, but I confess the sight gave
me the goose-tlesh. 1f 1 were superstitious,
I don’t know what I might think. 'm net
a drinking man, either, or els~ I should be-
lieve it was & touch of delirium tremens.
As it is, I'm at an utter loss to account for
itin any way except on & theory that it's
the beginning of some mental disease,” He
spoke nervously, and looked at me anxions-
ly when he had done, Ie was plainly in a
“white funk.”

“Hamph! You say you saw it steadily
for {._wo or three minutesi” 1 inquired.

- ..’

“Then did it disappear?”

“It did pot disappear till I moved., As
soon as | moved, the death's head disap-
rne”d, and 1 saw the retiection of my own

ace.

“Have you ever had any similar exper-
jence? Ever fancied yon saw anobject just
before you that 1 reality bad no exist~
encel”

“Never in my life.”

“Is ';uur digestive apparatus in good
shape

“In such ect shape that I'm never
conscions of possessing such a thing.”

“And your general health—"

“Superb.”

“Let me feel your pulse,” His pulse was
firm, regular and pm}rr'!n time. “Show
me your tongue.” ia tongue was riuk

clean. “Oven your eyes wide and look
towardsthe light.” Hiseyes were steady
in thetr Tm. the pupils contracied readily
and the lid dropped spontaneously upon
wpmehin‘ my hnger,

“Did yvou tell your wife what yon had
seen?” 1 asked.

“No, I didu't want to alarm her.
noticed that I stared at the thing in rather
a startied manner, but I laughed it ofi.”

i waas silent for a while, toying with the
mirror and wondering what the case might
mean.

“Well, what do you make it out to bel”
bhe inguired.

“Oh,” 1 veplied, “I can’t say as yet. 1
haven't sutficient data, The trouble may
be in your optie nerve, it may be in ivc:um'
Lhiver, and it may be elsewhere still. I
shouid bave to put you through a lengthy
examination., And just at this moment I
sm 100 tired and too hungry to begin one.
If you will give me time to eat some
Jancheon, I'll be in better trim.”

“Ob, certainly, certainly, Only ecan’t

on tell me at onee whether I am going to

my reason?t”

“l bardly think you are going to lose
your reason.” | replied. “And now, if you
will excuse wme for a little, I'll go down-
stairs and take a bite, Perbaps yon wonld
like a chop and a glass of wine yourself?”

“Ohb, po, thank you; no, thank you.
shan't be able to eat with any appetite
until this fear is off my mind.”

“Wtu‘l’o {h:wull&wed my hlut_v luncheon |

onght MmAatier over. It puzzied me a

'M bat, suddenly, upl was fold.

E op n{ napkin, an idea struck me

whieh, 1 might elear the whole

" Rejoining Mr. Carathwaite, | fi
A n myo
: Im.l.th: “1 bave come wtyhnooo:'-

fhe

clumon that this is a ease for a specialist.
1f you like, I will go to & specialist with
-ou.!

* “I am quite at your orders,” he responded.

“Do you think 1t's the brain or the eyel”

*1 hope ivs meither; but the specialist
will vell us.”

We entered my carriage, and were driven
down town to s famous curiosity-shop in
Seventeenth street, just west of Union

uare, the proprietor of which, Mr. Maver-
iok, 18 uu.m.& as everybody knows, one
of the most learned authorities in antigue
carios in Amerieca.

““Here we are.” said I, getting out of the
oarriage. “Will you come?”

“But what are we going in here for?”’
questioned Carathwaite,

‘“T'o consult onr '?oeulist.” said L

My patientlooked mystified, but he fol-
lowed me into the shop. ] presentea my
card, and asked to see Mr, Maverick. In
another minute we were closeted with him
in bis private office.

“Will you hand Mr, Maverick your
mirror!” | demanded of Carathwaite.

Maverick took the mirror, and looked it
over. He studied the frame through amag-
nifying glass. *“This is a bit of work from
the hand of Etienne Delaulne,” he an-

“The Sight Gare me Goose-Flesh!™

nonnced presently, “‘one of the mostskillful
goldnmitha of the sixteenth century.

on’t know where yon got hold of it, but I
may tell you that it 18 infinitely valuable,
I have never seen a finer specimen of Del-
auine’s handieraft, nor one in a better state
ol preservation.” ; >

“And the glass?” I queried. “We are es-
pecially interested in the glass.”

“The glass,” said Maverick, "is probably
Venetian. I must examine it alittle.”

He went to the window, and began to
scrutinize the glass, twisting it about, and
peering at it from varions angles. “Ah,
yes, I thought so!” he claimed all at once.
“Come here, gantlemen,” he called to us.

He beld the glass ofi at a certain oblique
angle, and inquired, “Now, wheun I hold 1%
like that, what do you sea?”

Carathwaite simply uttered a long, low ;

“Ah-b-h!" k

“Why, I see a human skull,” I said. “A
most perfect image of & human skull 1
wonld swear it was the genuine reflection
of a real one. How it gets there 1 can’t for
wy life imagine,”

“Ah, that was the art of the Venetian
glass-workers,” said Maverick.

He erossed the room and took down from
a book-case a volume entitled “Manual
Arts of Medi®val Italy.” He ran over a
few pages, found his piace and read aloud:
“Venetian looking-glasses of the sixteenth
century were often ornawmented with gro-
tesque designs—serpents, -keletons, skulls,
sometimes erucifixes—produced iu the coat-
ing of quicksilver in such a way as to Le
visible only at ene angleof visien, and then
to give the efiect of a reflection of some ex-
terior objeet.”

“Well, Dootor.” said Carathwaite, smil-
ing rather sbeepishly, when we lLad re-
gained the street, “you have efifeoted a
speedy cure. What's your feel”

“I can bardly ask you a fee since your
trouble was all in the mirror,” I said *“I
will take it out in telling the story.”

The gratitude of millionaires is very like
that of kings. I have never seen nor heard
from Mr. Alexander Carathwalte again.
When he necds medioal attendaunce or ad-
vice he calls upon that notorious humbug

Blank.
Sipxey Luska (Harry Harland).

— > —

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Hasty Backing Out,
New York Weekly.

Miss De Boney (school-teacher)—I am in-
formed that yon loud}; spoke of me on the
public streetas as an old maid.

Bad Boy (much scared)—N-v-0, ma'm. I
said y'r mother was an ole maid.

Cupid Under Arrest.
The Epooh.

Mr. Pulliam (about to propose)—Miss San-
ford. I am now going to say what I wanted
to say an hour ago. Can you not guess,
from my eyes, what it is?

Miss Sanford—~Do you mean *Good
pight!” You look sleepy,

A Long Time to Wait,
Cloak Review.

Willie—You'll have to wait some time
yet, Sigter has on!v got on her bonnet.

Featuerstone (who has invited her to go
to the Elay. and is nervounsly waiting)—
Why, what else has she got to do?

Willie—She’s got to look in the glass,

A Little Change.
New York Weekly.

0Old Friend—Den’t you remember sweet
Alice, who danced with delight when you
gave her a smile, and trembled with fear at
your frown?

Mr. B. Bolt, jr.—Oh, yes. She doesn’t
care a cent for my smiles or frowns either
now. We'er married.

One Customer Found.

New York Weekly. i}

Stranger—Have you Rudyard Kipling's
mt‘:‘cuml of Clllic\ n?

Chicago or—Yes, sir,
be much demand—

Stranger—Give me half a dozen

Dealer—Certainly. Certainly,
everything down in St. Louis?

Didn't Have Time.
Cloak Review.

Mr. Bingo (rushing in)—The barn is buarn-
ing down! Quick, where is the fire extin-
guisher?

Mrs. Bingo (excitedly)—It's locked up in
the closet, and the key is in the pocket of
mﬁ other dress np-staire.

ingo (resigned)—Then let the bara burn,

Toto's Reasoning.

From the French, in New York Truth.

“Mamma,'” said Toto, “where do the ba-
bies conze fromf”

“People buy them.” 3

Toto reflected a moment, and said wisely:
m"Nogunu! I do not believe people buy

em.

u‘\rhy wr’

“Becavse the poor have more babies than
the rich.”

Don’t seem to

“How 1s

Stll Here.
Closk Review.

_“Did I burt your finger last night, dar-
ling, when I squeezed your hand so hard?”
be asked tenderly, bending over her to
catch the fragrance of the rose that an
hour before had cost him a week's salary.
“It is of no consequence, dear, she an-
swered merrily, striving with her Jersey City
choir accents to reassure him. *“It is some-
wl:tg.t dl‘sbﬁ.lnl‘;d. tnln.”knhof added quickly,
potin sharp look of pain that shot
:;;;J'" lover's face, *'it ?o still in the

Chiecago's Delay Explained.
Neow York Weekly.
New Yorker—Youn W estern
for talk.

1
great Where B that air

18 t air-

ship yo. were going to run from to
New ’.York in .ﬁogﬂ So—

Chicago Man—That air-ship is all l'ig:.
But in order to make its first journey thor-
oughl‘; national, we desire, on arnving at
New York, to plant the American flag on top

of the Grant monument. We're waiting for
the monument.
R — e e

THE JOURNAL'S POETS.

A Tale of E1l Mahdl
Uvon Saharan sands, they say,
El Mahdi traveled late one day.
He traveled with the ntmost speed,
Because of water there was need.

The Bedouins who with him rode,

Who fleetest horses had bestrode,

Began to feel thelr steeds’ breaths quicken—
A warning that their pace must slacken.
They prayed that he would give them power
To stand the thirst for many an hoar.

They asked thnt he would send s light

To search the desert in the night;

That they might find in that strange land

A streamlet erawling in the sand.

Their prayers the Mahdi did not heed.

All night he spurred his jaded steed.

Faint streaks of gray lit up the East.

The leader called “Halt”™ Man and beast
Drew up. *“Dismount and dig!” Then rang
Upon the sand the rattling clang

Of spears. "Mid plaint, and ourse, and moil,
He lashed and acourged them on to teoil.
Three days they worked "neath burniug sun,
Nor knew they why they had begun—

When lo! a fountain, cold and clear,

Ehot up into the desert alr,

Painting the rainbow’s varied hue

Against the bright cerulean blue.

How Moslems danced, and leaped, and sang!

How Allal's loudest praises rang!

“The Mahdi! Blessed be his name!™

“The Mahdll Aye, tis He, the same

The Koran promised us should come

And lead us through the desert home!™
—Salem P, Welman,

———

America,
America, my country, dost thou dream,
Because I offer thee no song of praise,
That any land or any age may seem
Bplendid beside the luster of thy rayst
Thy name & glory is from sea to sea,
Thy name alone. What praise is worthy theel

As In mid-August all the winds are spent,
And dazzling clouds o'er harvest-fields bend
down,
And through the quiet land breathes deep con-
tent,
From leafy grove to uplands’ golden crown;
So full devotion still must silence teach,
And ounly pity arms itself with speceh.

Theun grudge not poppies to the worn-out hills,
Deep scarred with ancient streams of blood
and tears;

Nor pluck the desert palm from falling rills,
Where yet too plain the harren rock appears;
Nay, help to plant them! All the fields are thine,

The flowery slopes, the orchard and the vine.

~Minnetta Taylor.
— e

The First Boone County Bluebird.
Jest rain and snow! and rain again!
And dribbie, drip and blow!
Then anow, and thaw, and slush; and then—
SEome more rain and snow!

This moruing I was "most afeard
To wake up—when, I jing!
I&ecen the sun shine out and heerd
The first binebird of Spring!
Mother she'd ralsed the winder some;—
And in acrost the orchard come,
Roit as &’ Angel's wing,
A breezy, treesy, beesy hum,
Too sweet fer anything!

The winter's shroud was rent apart—
The sun bust forth in giee,—
And when thal Bluchud sung, my hart
Hopped out o' bed with me!
—Ben). ¥. Johneon.

—
Sonnet.

Acrose the waste of sand, the narrow strip
Surroundiog with {ts sedge the broad lagoon,
That mirrors wing of passing crow or loon,

The sundown reddens; there in gauzy ship

The gnat's abroad, and where the grasses drip
The fi g are singing; over all the moon
I# launched apon the ether with her boon

Companion hanging at ber nether tip.

Anuid the solitnde of desert hilla,

A wand'ring goose is skirling left and right,
To fade in sllence; only sedgy rills

Are waking now, in petulant aifright,

Or down the valley, where a cascade spills

Its sonul of music on the waste of night,

—Alonzo Leora Rice.
— &

ABOUT PLAYS.
It Is One Thing to Write Them and Quite
Another to Fut Them On the Stage.

‘Walter Besant, in Philadeiphia Press.

Why. however, it will be asked. do not
poetical young men try the drama? They
do. Most of them do—first, because the
drama is, to many minds, the moat =at-
tractiveof all formsof art; secondly because
the rewards are so very great. Bat the
difliculties in the way of getting a

lay put on the stage are simply

neredible. Those who only see the
reanltocanpot understand the trouble, the
vexations'that have been endured in order
to get that resnlt. 1 am not complaining.
Much of this trouble is inevitable, I only
gtate the fact as the chief reasen why more
young men do not take to writing vlays as
s prolession, The most tedious of all
things. for instance, is the rehearsal of a
new play. The thing is gone over again
and again; every situation 1s tried in a
dozen different ways; all kinds of things
are suﬁgeamd to strengthen the scene. |
remember, for instance, a cartain piece in
which I was concerned, the introduction,
after earnest consultation, of & rustic stile,
over which the ladies had to step.
stile did really much improve the scene.
Tiw dialogue nas to be cut down here, and
written up there, Certain characters have
to beastrengthened, and others have to be
pushed into the backgronnd., *Avove all,”
a very muccessfnl dramatist once said to me,
“never forget the gallery boy. That littie
demon sits up aloft watching for his oppor-
tunity to bring ridicule on yourmost pstﬁgt—
iesituations.” I think, however, thatif [
was yonng a@aln, with my present know-
ledge and experience, I would braveall the
vexations and dissappointments, and be-
come & dramatist. he novelist has a
great power, but he cannot feel it. All the
world may be reading his books, but he
comprehends it not. with the poet. The
editorial writer, also, has great power; he
kuows that what he writes will read by
half a miilion every da{. bot he cannot
see them remsding him. Now the dramatist
sits in h1s box and surveys the honse. The
actors are playing his fable. They are
uttering, far better than he himself conld
do, his own thoughts, and the pecoplé are
listening; he can watch their faces; he sees
them light up as they catch the points; he
sees them langhing. he sees them erying,
and to himeelf he murmurs, “Ipse feci; I
myself have done it.”

o —

She Didn’'t Telephone.
Detroit Free Press

A boy about twelve fvuru old rang the
door-bell of a house on High street east the
other day and said to the lady who an-
swered it:

“Won’t youn 'plem telephone to the police
station for me! I bave found a lost boy.”

““A lost boy? How old?”

“About four vears, ma’am. He can talk
but he can’t tell where he livea.”

‘‘Some poor child, probably.”

“Some awfully poor child. Why, he was
the dirtiest boy you ever saw, and so
hungry that ma said be hadn’t eaten any-
}lt_ung for a week. uWo thinfh his tol?hloct

im on purpose. & says ey ought to
be sent to State prison.”

“So they bad. Does he give any name?”

“Oh, yes. He says his nameis Burt —.”

“?ol:’w ﬂu he light hair and blue eyes!”

“Yes'm.'

“And one front tooth gone?”

nY“-m."

“He's m
him over
Also, tell
become ric

own boy, he is, and yon walk
ere as quick as you know how!
our mother that people have
minding their own business!”
o G
One Side of the Story.
New York Recorder.

Briggs—Heard there was a big row be-
tween you and Simpson at the board meet-
in*yutordly.

tlson—It wasn’t much of a row. I
meBr;il’ nh}w 'h hn‘tdﬂibimtﬁoon was an idiot.
gs—What did mron dot

Winon—no got up and proved it.

L Y|

This.

ﬂ

-lawyer, and you won't be in it at all.”

A SENSE OF JUSTICE

Antio e 1. S Pulsat 1o “Homry 1y Thiber

All the people of Yoakum and the coun-
try distriet round sbout were going to
court. It was the day on which the case of
Hobley va. Dutton was to be tried.

The plaintift, Deacon Silas Hobley, and
his wife were on their way to town in an
old farm-wagon. They did not lack a
better vehicle, but the Deacon was anxious
to impress upou his neighbors the fact that
the cart in which they had for years seen
bhim jogging about the ocountry was no
mors. It was on sccount of the smashing
of this cart that the sait had been brought.

The plaintiff and his wife were laboring
under too much exeitement to feel 1nclined
to talk. Mrs. Hobley had asked Silas sev-
eral times whether he thought the case
would be decided in his favor. At last he
answered:

“Well, I dunno. Sometimes I kinder
wish I Lhad took the $50 compromise that
they offered, Course  we know the cart
wasn’t wuth no two and s balf which I'm
ssking for damages.” And | allow Abner
—Jedge Peck—he knows 1t well enough;
but then he has s sense of justice, and
knows Colonel! Dutton he can better afford
to give two fifty than 1 oan to take jest fifty

for that cart. So it reely all rests with the
Jedge; 'n we can'd tell what he’ll do.”

“Well, I jest don’t b’lieve,” said the dea-
con's wife, “that Abner would go 'n’' decide
against ns.” .

The defendant, Col. Miles Dutton, his
daughbter Ethel and Ralph Elliott, h's
attorney, came to town in a very swell
tarnout—the horses whersof wore tan-col-
ored harness and large clanking nickel
chains, On the box sat Peter Martin, the
coachman, who had been responsible for the

reaking up of Deacon Hobley's cart, Miss

thel, who would come in spite of the fact
that the Colonel had declared that she
should not, wore a taking light green froek
and a smart hat, and over her shoulder
jauntily swung a checkered parasol. The
country people whom tshey passed from
time to time along the road could not but
admire her, although they made various
nnpleasant remarks about “the way them
Duttons was al ways puttin’ on dog.”

“Confound it, they are all coming!
growled the Colonel, as the high-steppers
distanced one bob-tailed caravan,consist-
ing of & farm sulky and a gigq; “the people
of this infernal place seem to have a verita-
ble passion for litigation.” _

“I'hey must be interested in something,
papa.,” said Miss Ethei; *“of course they
don’t have any of the things to go to that
we have in the city; so why shounldn’t they
make the most of these court things—de-
cisions and cases and all that, you know?”

These last few words were delivered ina
confidential fashion to Ralph Elhott, at
whom she darted, from time to time, when
the Colonel was not looking, an arch side-
glance. There was an understanding be-
tween the two—a little ambiguous as yet,
owing to the fact that the Colonel did not
much approve of the youn« lawyer. )

“To be sure,” assented Elliott; “and it is
plain that Hobley versus Dutton is des-
tined to be one of the greatest events of
the Yoaknm season.”

“Fudge!” exclaimed the Colonel, who
was in & very bad humor indeed; “iv all
comes frowm their insane admiration of that
ancient Alealde, Judyge Peck. He has been
jnstice of the peace in Yoakum township
for the last twenty years, and the people
hereabouts regard him with the same awne
that you might a whele bench full of lord
chance!lors and chief-justices.”

“Does he know mnch law?” inquired
Elliott, passing his hand over the pile of
calf-bound velumes on the seat beside him,

“About as much as a lizard,” answered
the Colonel. _

“He reminde me of Sancho Panza.” said
Ethel. “They say he kas a sense of justice
and tries to be fair—and you ought to see
what a fuouy round pink head he has, with
fuzzy hair on the back of 1t.”

**A sense of justice!” roared the Colonel,
while Elliott began to langh, '] have never
seen any manifestation of it. No sooner
had [ bought this place, Elliott, than thesse
people began to take advantage of every
excuse to drag me 1nto court. And I have
been worsted every time, Of course, I can
appaal-"

*“But it ian’t worth while?” said Elhotrt.

“Yes, partly :th However, as no one
ever appeals from Judge Peck’s decisions 1
don’t want to run the risk of heing mobbed
for what they would consider an outra-
geous insult to their jnudipmry." |

“From what I hear,” said Ellott, a faint
trace of anxiety showing throngh his care-
lesa good humor, “'this bhonorable court is
not likely to iook with much favor on the
eflorts of a stranger in the bailiwick—such
asl am.” : _ )

“Oh, no,” replied the Colonel, grimly; “he
will s1ze you up at the outset as a city dude

“You are so encoaraging, papa,” cried
Ethel. Then, when the Colonel turned to
speak for a moment with the driver, she
put her hand in Elliott’'s and whispered:
“] know you will win: and just think, f
7%} "Bope a0.” ‘Whi pered the otber, “but

“l hope so,” whis e other, “bu
just think, if I don't—"

The room where the famous Judge Abner
Peck held court in and for the township of
Yoakam, was over ‘“‘“The Sture,” a swmall
ball lighted by several curtainless windows
which stared through the grimy white
walls. The floor was bare; there were
plenty of Lenches for spectators, and a few
chairs. Tlie lawyers had a long pine table,
the edges of its top serrated with many
ancient whitilings by jack-knives. The
court occupied an exalted position on a
broad platiorm: at one end of the rvom.
Above the judge’s chair and desk there
hung s canopy of thick red damaask, violent-
ly suggestive in shape and general appear-
ance of a pair of old-fashioned window
curtains. A part of this drapery, weighted
with dust and cobwebs, had puiled loose
from its moorings above and hung down
over thejud?e’s seat, so that, as he moved
about, the frayed edge not infrequently
tickled his bald crown,

At a few minutes before 10 o’clock the
eyes of the hundred spectators that crowd-
ed the court-room surned toward this
platform to bebold the emineut jurist Ab-
ner Peck formaliy take his place upon the
bench. He ascended the steps with a slow
and dignified gait, sank back in the big
arm chair, and leaned his head against his
hand. As he gazed benignly into the faces
of his assembled friends and neighbors he
seemed to them & very personitication of a
sense of justice.

One-half of the lawyers’ table was taken
up by Judge Bellows, who represented the
plaintiffi. On his right band were Deacon
Hobley and bhis wife, The law books of
Ralph Elliott were apread out over the re-
maining half of the table, Aiter a brief
wrangle with her father, in which she, as
usual, came out vistorious, Miss Et“s] had
accompanied Mr. Elliott into the court-
room, and now oceupied a seat at his side.
The Colonel sat bebind, aud with him was
Peter Martin, the unlucky coachman, who
was accu of responsibility for the smash-
ing of the deacon’s cart.

“The Judge 18 looking at ns,” whispered
Miss Dutton. “Did you ever see such
funaoy, woolly bair in all your life?”

“Never mind bis hair,” answered Elliott;
“what ] want to know is how to get at him.
If you conid only catch his eye and smile
sweetly on him—"" ’ _

"Talfmowhon it is the right time for him
to decide our way, and I’ll do it,” said the
young lady. )

*“There 18 D0 nse in having a jury, you
understand.” said the Colonel, leaning
forward; “the old mandarin will it there
and gravely tell them what their verdict
maust be.”

“Well, we will give the best defense we
can, and throw ourseives on the mercy of
the court.” .

“Small merey it will be,” growled the
Colonel; “*he has it in for me—they all bhave.
I suppose 1 must u{ the 250 and costs,
as prayed for. And the d—d eart wasn't
worth the $0 that I offered as a com-
promise.”

The case opened with Deacon Hobley on
the witness-stand. He told how he bad
left his cart hitched in the road, and how
the runaway colt had simnashed 1t into shoe-

pa_%m you see all this yourself?” inquired
Mr. Elhott.

“No, ] wasn't there,” answered the wit-
ness; “but my da’ter. she told me all
about it.”

“l move that that testimony be all
stricken out,” said Mr. Elliott.

*Look here young man,” said the Deacon,
“if you mean toinsinuate that my da’ter—"

e n.” eried the cours, reprovingly,
and the plaintiff was silenced. Then, turn-
ing toward Elliott, the Judge said, with
very distinct smphasis:

‘%hst motion sin’t passed.”

The young attorney, who had risen to his |

feet, gave a gulp of astonishment, looked
about him for & moment, asif to take his
beariugs anew, and then resnmed bia chair.

The continued his testimony. He
had come now to the matter of the value of
the cart, which he placed at the modest
sum of When called upon to give a
reason for putting i1t at this figure, he
stated that lke Converse had said it was
worth it.

“We object,” cried Elliott, starting up
again. “l1f the plaintiff wanta to introduce
the testimony of Ike Converse as an expers
on carts, why does he not subpena him

There was a sudden and awfal hush in
tho court-room. The ju turned slow]
around in his chair, and leaned forw
across his desk toward Elliott, saying:

**Because he is dead.” .

*“Well, we object to such testimony as
this,” continn Elliots, with a reckless-
ness that caused some of his hearers to fair-
ly hold their breath; *'it is incompetent and
immaterial.”

“]Jke Converse incompetent!” exclaimed
the Deacon. ‘‘Why, Jjoung man, he waas the
best wagon-maker—

“Deacon,” interrupted tue judge, “let me
answer this objection.” [hen he continued,
in solemn, judicial tones: “THis court knew
Ike Converse well, and it holdas that his
judgment in & matter of this kind was bet-~
ter than that of any man now living in this
country. The witness may proceed.”

*“You see it is no use,” whispered: the
Colonel, as Elliott, silenced and aghast,
drop back into his seat. “You n.-{ as
well take it easy. The more you object
the more you will inspire the old fool's
prejudice.”

“Well, whare does that sense of justice
come 101" asked Elliott,

“Tell me,” interrupted Miss Ethel, “is it
time for me to begin to flirt with the
courti”

“Not yet,” answered Elliott. He dered
on the gsituation a few moments. Was there
a sense of justice in that round pink head?
If so, how was he to get at 1t! There was
something about the flaxen poll that re-
minded bin of Polonius, and he began to
mutter absently to himself the phrase so
dear to the beart of the fat-witted diplo-
matist: - ;

*By indirections find directions out.”

In that moment he hit upon a plan,

By this time the witness was telling the
court and the spectatorsgenerally his opin-
ioun of Peter Martin,Colonel Dutton’s “hired
man,” as a tamer of ocolts. Elliott sprang
to his feet and objected. He was prowptly
erushed by the court. The Deacon went on.
Whan he gnd finished a short dissertation
on Colonel Dutton and other men who came
down from the city and tried to run things
in Yoakum, Elliott moved to strike the tes-
timony out, on the ground that it was ar-
gumentative. The motion wasdenied.

So it continued through the remainder of
the Deacon’s occupancy of the witness-
stand. Elliott rose up at the end of nearly
every sentence and otfered some objection.
The Deacon got mad. Judge Bellows, his
attorney, got mad, and even the court
showed evidence of the great internal
struggle that was necessary for him to keep
his temper under control. Elliott assuamed
a dogged and insolent air, that astonished
Etbel and her father, and exasperated
everybody else. There was no longer any
doubt that he had excited the prejudics of
the conrt nTuinat bim toa lvely deggee,

Mrs, Hobley was the next witness, Be-
fore she took the stand Elliott objected to
her testimouy oun the ground that she was
the wile of the plaintiff. Wheun this was
overruled he began systematically to fighit
every question that was put to the witness,
and afterward to move to have the answers
stricken out. Often he would argue the
points .t great length, quoting decisions in
eases which, it is needless to remark, were
largely imaginary, rattling ofl Latin phrases
whica had npothing to do with the matter
in hand and oceasionaily reading from the
law-books which he had brought. It waa
all in vain:; every motion was denied, ev-
ery objeciion overrnled. To any one
looking on it wonld have appeared
that the attorney for the defense
was exerting himself to the utmost—fight-
ing the case inch by inch—but that 1t was
a stronggle against hopeless odds. Presently
an air of discouraged indifference began to
show itself 10 his speech and conducs, lle
made his points in an aggrieved fashion,
that plainly said: "Of course you will de-
cide ngainst me, Luf I must do my duty.”

At last be dropped back into his chair and
settlod himself, as one does who has no ex-
vectation of, rising again very soon. His
face wore allook o complete resigration.

“He is clean beat out,” said the Yoakums-
ites. It was a trinmph [(or their fellow-
townsman, and added !nstre to the glory of
the court. At the same time many of them
felt no little sympathy for the young man
who had fought so bard and had failed.

“Don’t give it up, piease, Raiph,” whis-
pered Miss Ethel.

Elliott shook his head. Every one, in-
cluding the court, noticed the action, avd
divined what the young woman had said.
The Colonel also leaned forward with a
similar remark, bnt again the attorney
made a motion of discouragement,

“*1t is all right,” whispered Elliott to Dut-
ton a moment later; “whenever the old
chap glanoes in this direction look #orrow-
fully and appealingly at him.”

A number of witnesses for the plaintiff
now followed one another upon the stand,
and were allowed to give their testimony
pretty much as they picased, assisted by
oucasional sugaestions from Judge Bellows,
The particnlars of the accident
were recounted several times, aud
a npumber of residents .of Yoakum
swore to the extraordinary wvalune of the
ruined cart. The attorney for the defense
wmaintained a dogeed silence. At last,
when one witness begun an extended argn-
ment in favor of the Deacon’s claim for
damages, the court glanced at Elliott as
though he expected to hear an .obioctl_nn.
When none was forthcoming the judge him-
self interposed, and declared that ‘“‘there
was gettin’ to be too muck of that. The
lawvers should do all the arguing.”

“*Ah ha!” exclaimed Elliott to Miss Ethel
in & triumphant whisper, "the sense of jus-
tice is awakening, Now is our chance.”

“That concludes the testimony for the
plaintiff,” said Judge Bellows as the last
witness lett the stand.

All eyes were turned upon Ralph Elliott,
The court Jooked in this direction, but saw
only the countenance of Miss Dutton. Her
dark orbs were saying as plainly as though
the words were written ont in big letters:
“Dear Mr. Judge, pleass don’t be borrid to
us any more.” He blushed, and fumbled
with the papers on his desk. At last bhe
said, “T'Le defeuse will now go on.”

Elliott ruse slowly to his feet and stood a
moment before be began to speak. Finally
he said, hesitating at the end of every
phrase: *“May it please the court, 1 had in-
tended at this stage of the proceedings to
make a motion which 1 had hoped your
honor would grant., Although, verhaps it
may not—well, [ will make it. I will move
for a non-suit, may 1t please thecourt. Pos-
sibly this may seem to the court a
matter of small importance, yet it is
& point in our faver, and one that I
conceive we have a right to demand. In
thia connection I am compelled to crave the
indulgence of the court while ] ventare a
few remarksof a somewhat personal nature,
I am a stranger in this court and am not
vested in all of its methods of procedure,
1 have done what 1 could in support of my
client's case. yet the fact is painfully evi-
dent that my eflorts have thus far been in
vain. Every motion has been denied, every
objection overrnled. Not a single point has
been allowed in our favor. 1do notcom-
plain of any prejudice on the part of the
court. The Latin adage orcurs to me,
‘Quousuune tandem, Catalina, abutere
patientia nostra,’ which is, ‘The jndge who
peemeth most severe hath often at heart a
trne sense of justice.” Alll ask is that the
court, in ing upon our motion for non-
suit, shall take into consideration the un-
broken line of decisions in favor of the
plamntiff which have marked the progress of
this case up to this time.” .
E'l n? court was looking intently at Miss

thel.

Miss Ethel was looking at the counrt.

“Say.” whispered Judge Bellows zo EIl.
fott, as the latter too his seat. *“*there
ain’t no use 1n that, you know. He don’t
SAVVY non-suit.”

“Not” said Elliott, with a bland smile; *1
suspected that he did not.”

“I don’t beliave the court needs to hear
from me on this point,” Judge Bellows said
sloud, with an air of easy confidence. “This
motion of my learned brother from thacity
will be denied, of conrse.”

Judge Peck gazed thoughtfully at the
ceiling & moment, and then took up his pen.
He wrote a few words on the book before
him. Then he motioned to the clerk, and
the latter, after poting the words which he
had written, proceeded to enter them on a
much larger book, which lay on the desk.
There was dead silence in the conrt-room.

“The motion is allowed,” said the court
with startling firmueas.

A buzz of approval ran around the conrt-
room. ‘‘That’s ouly fair,” said the peopie;
“he orter give the young feller some show.”

Elliott rose from his chair and began to
gather up his books and papers.

E:h“fhy. what is the mattery” exclaimed
el

“Nothing is the matter,” he answered,

“except that the case has been decided in
our favor, and we may as well go home.

“Great Scott!” cried the Colonel, "“that
was Mlﬂ&dono. Elliott.” .

Judge llows and Deacon Hobley were
both un their feet, protesting vigoronsly.
It may be suspecteed that the court, to
whom all techuical iaw was the veriest ab-
racadsbra. was not a little sstonished
when he discovered what he had done, but
bhe was too shrewd to make that faet pnb-
lic. For once, Judge Bellowa was snubbed,
and even threatened with a fine for con-
tempt of counrt, chy

The Dastons and Ralph Elliott made
their way through the erowd out of the
court-room. Peter Martin followed behind,
his arms full of law-books. In spite of the
fact that all the Yoakumites were watoh-
ing thegn, Miss Ethel and Mr. Elliott whis-
pered and langhed a great deal, and looked
at one another in & way that seemed to 1n-
dicate that the “nunderstand:ng” between
them was now perfectly clear.

~Charles Dwight Willard, in the Argonant
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OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
It will take 100,000 barrels of cement to
mend the break in the Soo canal,

There is only one sudden death among
women to every eight among men.

Exoellent wheat lands north of Manitoba
overlie frozen earth that never thaws.

The United States is said to be the great-
est candy country in _the world, $5,000,000
worth being consumed every year.

“T he ground on which Yakutsk, Siberia, is
- ilt is perpetually frozen to a depth of €12
eet.

A Lancaster, Pa., man recently received
£50 through the mail, with a letter stating
thatit was stolen from him forty years ago.

An Atchison girl seven years old cried a
whole day over the death of Barnum. She
thought hisdeath would be the end of eclr-
cuses.

A miner near Halifax, N. 8, recently, was
earrying fifteen pounds of dynamite on his
back, when i exploded without seriously
injuring him.

Mention is made of a child born at Hart-
ford, Conn., last month, which weighed
only two pounds and three ounces when it
was three days old.

There lives at Fonda, Ga., a man six feet
three inches tall, ana whose reach between

finger tip and finger tip, when his arms are
outspread, is eleven feet.

A judge of Alpena, Mich., ecanght two
lawyers taking & nip from a bottle in the
court-room during a trial. Itoost them §50
each for the fracture of the court’s dignity.

It is a mistake to suppose that polar re-
search has cost enormously in human life
Despite all the great disasters, ninety-seven
out of every one hundred explorers have
returned alive.

The lowest body of water on the globe is
the Caspian sea. Its level has been grad-
ually lowering for centuries, sud now it is
eighty-five feet below the level of itaneigh-
bor, the Black sea.

A Jersey Central railroad brakeman fell
from his car and was dragged five miles
over the stoues and ties, clinginf to the
brake-chain, and, wonderful to reiate, sus-
tained no 1njuries beyond a few bruises,

A sixty-seven foot snake of nnknown spe-
cies has been captured in central Brazil. It
is variegated in hue, bilne, green and pink

redominating, has tusks like a boar and a

orn two feet long on its forehead.

A farmer brought to Milton, Fla., a few
days ago, the tusk of a hog he had recently
killed, The tnsk measured 9% inches in
length. The point of the tusk was kept
worn off, or it would have been counsidera-
bly longer.

The principal relic belonging to the
Chureh of Sainte Gudule, in Brussels, con-
sists of a thorn which is said to have
formed part of the Savior's crown. Itwas
brought to the Netherlauds in the time of
the crusades.

The largest rain gauge ever made] is
probably that used on an experimental
farm at Rothamsted., Its area is one-thous-
andth of an acre. The funnel is of wood,
lined with lead, the upper edge being a
vor:‘ll.cal rim of plate-glass, beveled out-
wa

The fact that many of the houses of
Portland, Ore,, and San Francisco are built
of redwood is given as a reason of the few
destructive fires that occar 1n those cities,
The wood 18 almost uninflammable, and,
tl}:nmn a fire will smolloer in it, it never

Ze8.

Under an old law making it i1llegal to
shoot at night, & sportsman yacently arrest-
ed in Paris for nnlawful killing of game
drew from the conrts & legal definition of
the day’send. It was decided that mnight
began with the close of twilight. or when
the sun had descended 6° below the horizon,

Some of the hide and leather men are
amusing themeselves 1n discussing the larg-
est hog skin In the world. A Cincinnati
firm claims to have the lead in this line,
with a skin that measured six and one-half
feet from head to tail and six feet wide,
g:eut;t;ing in ail thirty-seven feet of neat,

pe skin.

A curiosity is on exhibition at Casper,
o. It 1a an imprint of & monstrous
palm leaf, caunsed Ly the leaf falling into
the cluy, and the clay afterwards petrify-
ing. The rock was found on Balt creek,
and indicates tnatv ages ago, when the big
coal-beds were being iormed, Wyowming
possessed a tropical climate.

A most remarkable curiosity is on ex-
hibition in Florence, 8. C. It s a piece of
corn-bread which has been shutup in a safe
for nearly two years, and which, when it
wns taken out, was covered with a black
eilky ha:rmghtmchu in length., A great
deal of this bas been pulled off now, but
enough remains to prove the statement
thatit was covered.

Near the old cemetery in West Alexander,
W. Va., a big tree is growing, which forks
at three feet nine inches from the ground.
Apparently it 1s & white oak, bat on exami-
nation it appears that above the fork it
branches inuto two species, one a white oak,
and the other a white cherry, with the
foliage peculiar to each. The oak is about
;i_xthj:-ﬁ?o and the cherry fifty-five foet

g

— - Sl

ODD8 AND ENDS OF FASHION.

Embroidered shawls of crepe will be
worn this coming summer as much as ever,

Invisible fastenings are more than ever
the style for securing the waists of gewns,

Black lace flounces again drave silk
skirts that are closely gored on the front
and sidea.

Vests are worn “with open jackets, and
the pretty habit-shirt will be worn again
a8 soon a8 the warm scason is here.

Wedding breakfasts are dnfting back to
the good old times when the spread wasa
substantial feast, well worth attending.

Short tea-gowns for young women are
made in early English fashion, with round
waists cul with & low, rounding neck ana
fivished at the back of the belt with two
large rosettes,

In some stylish examples the braiding is
seen only on the sleeves, which will be en-
tirely covered, or again, there will be no
braid except npon the vest, and that will
be completely covered.

Loose-fronted jackets, with a vest of
matching or barmonizing wmaterial, are
worn, and such a vest may be simply
})oinhd. extended in long-pointed orsquare
ronts, or rounded off inashortorlongeurve,

The small cape with the Mediei collar
will still be worn., The latest styie is
to make it of wery dark blue, green
or brown cloth, pived. round all out.
lines with some bright shade of red, vale
blue or yellow.

A very pretty model shows the vest of
the jacket occupying the whole space of
the front between the shoulders, and
this axsmﬁo the sides are scarcely seen,
so broad the vest over the busi, As
the belt the jacket fastens with three
slegder thoungs on the rignt, while on the
shoulder the vest efiect terminates 1n one
thong, and the cufis are adorned with five

very small onaa

A porcelain blue and white lawn has the
skirt made with a graduated rufile. This
ruille, which extends half way to the waist
at the side, is about eight inches deep in
front, and is edged, top and bottom, with a
Valenciennes rufile. The rufile of
lace follows the aslope of the grad-
uated lawn raitle, aund so makes the
skirt look exactly as if it were made with
a deep apron overskirt.and iavery gracefal.
At either side of the full back a ruffle of
Ince is caseaded from belt to bottom of
skirt. So full is this cascade the lnce meeots
in large points in the center of the back,
giving a very pretty and new eflect.

el

Too Big a Contract.
Someeville Jourpal.
If we all Joved our neighbors as we do

ourselves, most of us wouldn't have any
time to do anything cise.

READING FOR SUNDAY.
—
He Careth. ¢
"Thonutulcd alwar= bullds the hlind birdW
nest!™

Bo runs a Ta verh, sweet and wise,
How calmiy m:?ﬁmm'm.whn in rest,

Knowing His touch upon her - eyesl
Thou, “h% hast known His love so strong aoll

Rest, too, in His right hand.

“Bebold™ be erfeth, “T will dbring the blind

By ::u: they bave not known''—

el —
"Sml;hn‘-n the crooked path, make life more
hind,

Turn darkpess into light hefore their feel™

Is thy sight darkened, friend! Thy God can so8y
Let that sullice for thee.

Unsheltered birds His providence shall shiald |,
The bei soul shall lean upon His -um
Our pew 1 Erown grest, 0 greater love

viek

And uelp, though long delayed, shall cone sb

length,

Wait for Hun, doubting not. He knoweth best
Who bulids tho blind bird’s nest.

—Florence Foster, in (liristian Hegisten,

International Sunday-School Lesson for April
26, 1891,

uLK{]ltvml BROUGHT 10 REPRNTANCE. (Jonal,
-10.)

GOLDEN TEXT.~The men of Nineveh shall
up in jndesment with this generst on, and
condemn it; for they repented st the preac
of Jouas: and, behold, 8 greater than Jonas
here. (Luke xi, 3%.)

HOME READINGS.

Mon.—~Nineveh brought to re-
Pentance......... KaRRSER w -Jonah ML,
Tu.—Jonah's anger reproved. .Jonah v,

WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES,
The Independent.
Going to Nineveh was no small
Jonah had to go northward snd then
ward for many days, and through

“hat had no regard for his God.#¥e had

e for Lis first purpose to grow cold, bul

‘d not failk. This bot-headed,
d Testament Petsr bocame like Pater

vrave, persistent preacaer of the
he had received. But he was also,

Panl, the great preacher of the Old
ment to the heativen.

The Ninevites also repented. That
not what Jonah wanted. He had not told

them to repeut, only that theiwr city should
be aestroyed. He was the preacher of

struction, not of & gospel of merey. Ha
was only snxicus todo his duty and

scome people now are satistied to preach the

idea of mvi:{ the world, but so thet, when
it is preached, the Lord may come and
stroy and jodge it, and bring in his

nial rule over a re-made earth, That w
Jonah's kind of preaching.

repent yery deeply. It was not n
nature or education. They

sense of sin, It was chiefly fear of im

ing wrath. Yet weo are toﬁ! such as
was, it was acoepted, and that ®

the city becanse of it. We can fairly

from this not to limit God’s grace to men
imperfect character. We must not judge
thewm, for God is the judge. At the same
time we have no right to presume thas
grace granted to Nineveh will be
granted to us when our repentance is
more deep or permanent than theirs.

is required of us. '

Clrist draws from
Jesson that the heathen have more
}:lohconsciunt;ul thw‘l"::;, who av:.

ight of revelation., * repen
pr ng of Jonah” He says, while
of His day and ours will not repent ad
preaching of Christ himself.

Jonah's pretching was remarkable for l’
t:oiti}'anau. It bad no great variety, n
autiful rhetonie, no tine ora , but
was positive, direct and very p
was rather ropetitious, but it was under-
stood. We can scem to see the rough,
coarse-dressed, bare-footed man, a stranger
in strange garb, and with a foreign aceent,

cing about paying ne attention to any-

dy, but crying out st the top of his

be destroyed.”
and with that respect that positive con-
victions carry. Jast that preaching will
notalways do now, but there is & place for
a good deal of positiveness when preach-
iu'f the mo of God. s

‘he King of Nineveh's Jdonbt w :
God would repent of his threat is tonchingy
and reminds one of Esther's fear in ap-
prosching the King of Persia. We know
that be 158 & God of tender mercy. 81’
name is love, We should pever say: *
can but perish if I go,” for we know we
shall not perish if we go.

All God's promises or

shall be destroyed, unless it repen

did not wish it so. God has no pleasure in
executing histhreats. and makes the threats

cute them.

\ Of General Interest

It is statgd that there are 160 members in
the English House of Commons who abe
stain fromn the use of intoxicating liguor, |

According to the American Baptist Yeas:
Book for 1801, the regular Baptists have m .
the United States 1,382 sssociations, 54,750
churclies with a membership of 8,164,227, an

members.

A missionary states that China has 1.000.«
000 idol temples, and her veople give ane
nually a sam egqual to §500,000,000 1dol-
atry, while the whole worid of Protestant
Lhristianity
tend Christ's kingdom.

The receipts of the American board for
March were £:2.952 sn increase of aboulb
£6,800, The incrense for the seven months
of the current financial year has resched
almost $25,000, This, as Treasurer Ward

women 1n central India was Jaid

in February. This hospital is bein

by Canadian Presbyteriana. A Ms
donated four acres of ground for the
and contributed about $500 towards
building.

There has been, it scems, & brisk war
Caernarvon, Pa., between two factions
Amish Menonites. The war grew oat
tho fact that a plain, unostentatious
was placed n the new church w
been erccted, instead of the tradi
table. The palpit was an offense ‘n the
sight of some of the bLrethren of older
views, and one night it was stolen and se~
creted in the garret. Those in favor of the
pulpit made so much fuss about the matter
that they were excommuuicated, An ap-
peal was taken to a conference of
v;ho have ordered the excommunicsated par.
sons to be reinstated, but have approved
the removal of the pulpit,

Thoughts Ia:th Dagy.
One man pins me to the wall, while with
anotler 1| walk among stars.—Emerson.,
It will be found that many of the
sung iu heaven were written on
—~Ram’s Horn.

multitude “with corapassion.” We are too
g:ono to indignation or denunciation, or

th, and sv miss the way to help shem.
~—Rev, A. Norris.

One sceret act of self-denial, one sacrifice
of inelination to duty, is worth all the mero
good thoughts, warm feelings, passionate
prayers in which idle people wdulge them-

selves. —J. H. Newman.

Seience tells us that there has been
vival of the fittest, Donbilcss this is

in the futnre there will be & survival
fittest. What is 1t Wisdom, gen
meskness, brotherly kindness, and b
Over those who have these ﬁl“
Warren,

ilx)atl!; 0o permavent power.—

Holiness and happiness are twin sisters
We may, for the sake of explanation, speak
of ope a3 older and as intreducing the
other: but really they are born at the sama
time, and grow side by mde. Blessed are
the dundonlad in tbho 1;: : or.h’ln :ikml-

“h are the y who w
i‘lr:a;l):;v of :l‘:: {.Nd."—-b'mdl C. Monfort,
'l .

The least Nower v ith a brimwing cup may stand
Aud share its dewdrop wilth suother near,
~Mrs. Browning.
For the human heart is the mirror
OP the things that :re near snd far

Like the wave tha! reflects in 115 bosom
The flower and the distant star.

The friends thon hast, and thelr
But do not dnll thy paln with

—Aliwe 3
Grapple them to thy sonl with hooks of steel;
‘ Ut each new-lmiched Gnfledged

—SLaksgoare,
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80 that the destruction might come, just ae:
death of Christ to the world, not with any |

It the Ninevites repented, they did .

had knowmky

pothing of a holy God, and nad little trae .

|

the story of Jonah thes

“Yet 1'01'?l days and Nineveh shall"
o was heard with fear.

»

Are
conditional ’Jonth did not say, !‘ﬁg’nﬂonh ‘
the condition was involved, even ﬂnjm"‘

for the very purpose of not having to exe-

increase for the year of upward of 94,000

ives §12,000,000 & year to ex<.

says, is “gratifying Lut not satisfying.”
The corner-stons of the first hmtd fom

We read cofven that Christ treated the
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